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hours, and then forgot Mother India until the following morning at ten o'clock. Evidence all around us of past British achievement in buildings, railways, the civil and military administration, the hospitals, the judiciary, and the foundations of democracy seemed swallowed up in the vast tide of dumb misery. It was a natural defence to pull down the shutters of the mind. An American once remarked to me after reading Mr. Winston Churchill's My Early Life that during his military service in India he did not seem to be aware of the existence of the Indians at all. I should say that, for myself, I was fully aware of it but trying, half the time, to forget it.
The only important change in my regimen during my two years' chief reportership was when, under the persuasion of an office colleague, I joined the Bombay Light Horse, a voluntary spare-time regiment (exclusively for Europeans) attached to the Indian Defence Force.           ••?
This colleague was an assistant editor of gangling demeanour whose conspicuous good-nature, cultured mind and bubbling humour made a lasting impression on me. His name was "Algy " Lee, and he was a Cambridge man, tall and toothy, who had been a tutor at Aligarh Muslim University. "Algy" lent me his pony to take my first riding lessons. Why I was not killed If cannot imagine, for the beast continually ran away with me, utterly beyond my control. On one occasion, bound for the stable, it dashed over a level crossing in front of a train in a manner that would have done credit to a Hollywood producer. I had no idea how to ride.
A Canadian ex-rancher, called Flanders, generally regarded as the best rider in Bombay, then took me in hand, and suggested that we should enter jointly for the pair-horse jumping in the Bombay Mud Sports. Personally I thought this was a trifle ambitious, but he was excessively confident, believing that my borrowed steed would be influenced by his and we should win easily. The Bombay Mud Sports, open only to European amateur riders, were held on the maidan during the monsoon. Flanders and I cantered up gamely to the first jump in the presence of a large and supercilious crowd of both sexes.